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M- {[pomene, and all you ſacred brood, 
Of cMnemoſane with lining Lawrell crown'd, 
You that haue fill'd your veins with heauenly toode 
And ſcorne to pray vpon the barraine ground, 
Helpe me theſe Funerall Azthems to reſound. 
For his ſweet ſoule, who living lou'd you deere 
'But now is dead, and other Saints hath found, 
Leauing youro lament his fortunes here. 
Strow ypreſle , and pale Violets on his Tombe, 
And on his faire Creſtfixe a Crowne of Baycs 
Immortall, That who'euer there doth come 
May view the Enſignes of his endleſſe praiſe: 
Andlet ſome Spirit garde the holy Cell, 
Wherin the bones of that braue Prince ſhal dwel. 


You 


OECD RESO RESORA 


To the Honorable Knight, Sir 


Daviod Mvrrayv. 
AND 


+ To the other Nobly 6iſcended, and hono- 
rably minded followers of the late deceaſed 


Prince Huna y. 


' N whom ſhall I theſe funerall notes beſtow, 
Newly bedeaw'd &hallowed with my teares?- - 
But on you chiefly, for your ſecret woe 
The heauicſt burthen of our ſorrow beares; 
We bur as ſtrangers on the ſhorelament, 
A common ſhip-wracke,but yourhar did owe 
Your ſeruice to that golden veſſel (rent) 
What wonder if your griefes doe ouer-flow ? 
By how much greater your faire fortunes were, 
The loſſe is ſo much greater you ſuſtaine,. 
We meaner men may our miſchances beare 
With leſſer trouble,and more equall paine, (mone 
Yet ſpare your teares though you haue cauſe to 
It is not meete you ſhould lament alone. 
GK: Mclpomen . 
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| Yy Ou gentle ſpirits that turne nor your eyes 
From common griefs, nor are of mEtrall made 

Such as theſe Iron | do compriſe 

' Come ſee, wherein our humane plory lies: 
Secliuing vertues in death daily fade, 

Witherd and waſted in ch'vnchankful graue : 

For as a lower, or Sommers paſſing ſhade; 

Such is the hope and fortune worldlings haue: 
Oh noble Prince, thy daies but new begun, 

And that ſame Enſign long ſince brought frs France 

By Edward the black-Prince, third Edwards Sonne, 

Being by thee bur lately re-aduanc't; 
Why ſhould fuch honor into darknesgoe, 
And leauc ſo many friends fo full of woe? 
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H froward S«twrre, and maleuolent, 

That euery blooming glory doſt enuie, 
And with thy frofts doſtnip the buds yer pent 

In their greene bowers through thy vilde Icaloufic, 

'  Andhatefull malice toall living things. 
Why doſt thou ſpreadon vs thy diſmall lighc 
Coucring our faireſt lowers with thy cold wings ? 
How farre art thou vnlike ro Phebwe bright, 

Thar ioyes ro ſee the ſmalleſt bloſſom thriue, 
Andthrowes his gentle light on tuery thing 2 
Bucthou, perverſe, doſt all of life depriue, . 

Man, Beaſt, and Plantchou doſt ro rnine bring : 
Valucky Srarre, albeit thou thought him fic 
To ſtoop to thee, thou'mighrſthauc ſpar'd him yer. 


And 
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\ Nd you foule wrinckled deſtinies that do (it, 
In darknes to depriue the world of light 
{aking the thread, and ſodaine mangling it, 
hrough peeuiſhrancour, andperuerſe deſpight. 
Your hand appeares in this our Tragedie, 
The wound we feele, by your ſharp edge was made, 
That edge which cut the goldey twiſt (> nigh 
© Of ourPrince Hz xx r, whoin liueles ſhade 
As yet amaſed of his ſodaine change - 
Lookes for thoſe louing friends whom helov'd beſt; 
But when he ſees himſclfe ſo farre eſtrang d, 
He Yeilds his ſpirit to eternallreſt: 
Hard-hearted fates, thathim of life deprive, 
That leaucs ſo many mournfull friends aliuc. 


Sad 
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Q54 Melancholy lead me to the Caue 

Where thy black Incenſe and dim Tapers burne, 
Let me ſome dacke and hollow corner hauc, . 
Where deſolate my ſorrowes I may mourne: 

Andlet thy heauicſt Muſick ſoftly ſound ' 
Vatothe doleful ſongs that I recite; | 
And euer let this direfull voice rebound | 
Through the vaſt den : Ah dead is Brztens light ; 

Then if thy heaze bewith compaſſion mou'd - | 
Of my Laments, comereſtthy ſelf by me, | 
And mourne with me, for thou haſteuer lov'd 
To beare a part in euery Tragedie: 

And if to plaints thou wilt inure thy mind, 

Thau neuercouldlt a ficter ſeaſon finde . 
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| Ho in ſome earthly Paradice hath eſpide, 
| V V And long time view'd with pleaſure of his 


| A well growne Plant, adorn'd on euery fide (eye 
With beautious bloſſomes lifted vp on high, 
To ycild the fiveet fruite of his boaſted flowers, 


' Ready when his due ſeaſon ſhall require, 

| Bur all on ſodaine with heauens liquid fire 

| Is blaſted, and on earth vntimely powers, 

| His vnripe glorie by his Fate preuented : 

| Who ſuch a luckles ſpeQacle hath knowne; 

| Let him compare the forume rhen preſented 

| Vnto Prince T xxR1%4s Fate, andlethim mone! 
That he to leaue all Tropheis now is ſcene, 


Whoſe Creſt of late was honored with, 1 cu Dew. 
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(Tomb, 
T Hey that (hall ſee Prince Hexx i ns ſad builr 
And think his corps are only ſhrouded there, 
Erre farre from truth, nor ſeem to vnderſtand 
How many vertues in that Worthy were. 
A thouland graces with him buried lic, 
A thouſand Triumphs, and a thouſand loues, 
With him the life of honor ſeems to die, (groues 
And that braue troop of Nymphs that from % 
Were wone to tread the meaſures through the 
Since Henties death inte dark caucs are fled, (green; 
Nor cuer ſince of morrall aya—m—_ ſcene, 
So that the world reports that they aredead,,' 
And ſooth, I know nor,bur they lov'd him fo, 
Thart't is no wonder if they dicd for woc. 
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Ven as the ſubſtance ofa ſhooting ftar 
Grown great by Time,now ready withnew light 
Throughout the world to ſpread his glory farre, 
And emulate the raies of Titan right, 
Soone as the hoped fire hath giuen him powre, 
To ſhewhis glory, and aloft to Riine, 
Euen in a moment in the ſelfe-ſame hower, 
His golden head does downe to carth encline; 
And thoſe Illuſtrious beams which lately ſent 
Such ſtar-like brightaes do to darknes tune, 
And all his glorious hope ſo quickly ſpent, 
Leaues but a ſmoaky cloud his end to mourne, 


So did Prince H a #xY in his gloryfall, 
And lefevenothinglurhls feral 
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Mo Yo i ſacred Forreſts, and you fpotles ſtreams 


That part the lowcy medowes with your fall, 
You water-Ny.nphes and Ladies ofthe Tea'ms, 
Andthou dread Thameſts, mother of then all; 

With briniſh teares-weep in your ſandy Ford: 
Weep fields, and groues, and you poore Driads 
The fodaine Funerall of our Brittiſh Lord, (weep, 
Whole eyes are now clos'd vpin iron (leepe. 

Both trees, and ſtreams, lament his loſs thar lov'd 
Yourſiluer waters, and wide ſpreading ſhades, 
Butnow is farre away from you remoov'd, 

Vntoa Paradice that neuer fades, 
There in eternall happineſſeroremaine, 
Bur we in ſorrow here, and ccaſleſspainc. 
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H how vncertaine are the daics of Man > 
How many _— vndermine our ioyes ? 
Suppoſe we ſhun the ſtormy Ocean, 
Nor ſtand agaſt at Cannons fearefull noiſe, 
Admit we put Achilles Armour on, 
| That neuer could be pierc't by mortall Iron, 
Orliue enclos'd in towres of braffe or ſtone, 
Such as no power of enemy can enuiron. 
Yet are we not ſecure from ſtroake of death, 
| Ourfoewe nouriſh euen in our breaſts, 
| The venemous diſeaſe thar ſtops our breath: r 
| Ohlearne to caſt out ſuch vngrarefull gueſts, 
Thy fortunes He»ry had alne n—_ 
Ifchou hadſt fear'd none bir an outward foe. 
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'A Wake __ dulldrooping Song 

+ 3 With thy melodious thundring blaſtes awhile: 
Helpe thou my fainting fury to pxolong, 

And powre new fire into my frozen ſtile: 

Then like a bould enchaunter I will call, 
The mournfull ſhadowes from infernall deepe, 
They know beſt how radorne a Funerall 
Or what _ doc belong to-them that ſleepe. 

No: Reſt you ghoſts, pol our quict peace, 
My griefes forbad. me to diſturbe pa 
Addref fond teares, and fruitleſle Dirges ceaſe, 
Bur thou that with thy Trumpet ſhril doſt ſpread 

' Thepraiſcof worthies ( ohamparciall fame) 

Helpe me to celebrate Prince Henries name. 


What 
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X III. | 
VV Hat grace,what fortuns could our hearts in- 
Wh 


le yer Prince H.in his cradel lay?- (uent 
That did not following ioyne in one conſent- 
To make him fortunate to his dying day. 

ShalI recountthe honours wk him borne, 
Which from his worthy Anceſtors were deriu'd? 
Or thoſe raxe vertues,which his mind adorn'd> 
Or ſhall theſe notes his man-like ations praile; 
| (Whercoftoo ſoone our ſenſes are depriu'd?) 
Or geſtures when he pleaſd to grace 
The Lordly reuells, and athouſand wayes, 

The winding meafure with his ſteps to trace: 
I, there my Mufe if thou for greefe could ſtay ,' 
Wemight paſſe ouera long ſummers day. 


You 
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Ow holy Angels,and you powers of light, 
And you mw. in old os WA reſt, 
The glad enioyers of Gods glorious fight 
Haue you recciu'd your ſanCtihed guelt ? 
Hath Heymrythe Czleſtiall ſeat obrain'd > 
Shines he in roabes of immartality ? 
And ofthis well runne race the crowne now gain'd, 
Scornes he our earthly Pompe,and Muicſty ? 
For while his iolly Pilgrimage did laſt, 
His guiltleſſe hands were free from bloud, and ſtrife, 
Voide of vaine pride, and as the ſnow new chac't 
From her hi Manſion,was his thread of life, 
True Chriſtian faith endn'd with conſtant minde, 
- And vnto ſuch the promiſe was aſhgn'd. 


Where- 
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V \ Hereto ſhall I Prince Hemrzes lite —_—_— 
His Infancy eu'n to thoſe beams'that ſhine, 
Before the Sunne vnmaskes his viſage bare 
Beating the ſhadowes from his goulden eyne. (heat 
And thofe bright houres, that with their temperate 
Glad the greene carth,and teach the birds to ſing, 
And Swaines their ancient Carrols to repeat: 
Thoſe thar preſent his ripe yeeres in their ſpring 
Thus ſtill with fpeſh delights, and glory led, 
Till the ſlow ſhep-heard doth his lock enfould, 
And th'euening Sun on the dry earth does ſpread 
New pleaſing light,then ſodainely behold | 
Night comes, and chaſes Hz xx 1» $ life away, 
And makes it like vnto a Sommers day. 
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Mule from whence theſe forward tears ſhold low 
Or when our minde of ſecret griefe complaines, 
Why mop vnwilling through our eyes wee ſhow 

The inward paſſion of our hidden paines. 

I know our ſighes are but the cooling ayre, 
Wherewith our fainting heart we doc ſuſtaine, 
That els would ſmother in herowng deſpaire, 

All comfort thankles breathing back againe. 
But wherefore Nature ſhould in open view, 
Create two fountaines full of liuing ſource: 
Whether ſo ſoone as we find cauſe to rue, 
Our Paſſions make their generall recourſe 
Vho knowes? vnleſle thereby we ſhould reucale 
That our true ſorrowes we hould not conceale, 


1 6. Mother 
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M Other of heauineſſe yeeld me one requeſt, 
For many drops vpon thine Altar ſhed, 
Since thou thy mournful galleries haſt dreſt 
With carefull monuments of th'untimely dead: 
To feed with view of their callamities 
Thy penſiue humour,and ſelfe-hating fight, 
For there Troxes Queene in painted languor lies, 
And forlorne Dido rob'd of her delight 1 
Kneeles on the burning pile: There Mauſolus tomb: 
There ſtands Pyrene wept into a ſpring, 
And with his loue Marke _anthony of Rome, 
Their griefe in dead imbracements vttering, 
Among theſe ſpectacles let a Herſe bee made 
For wofull H x « x that may never fade. 
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Oo Nce more Me/pomene grant thy willing aide, 


I ſing not now of franticke Progne's change, 
Nor of the boy transform'd into a maide: 
Nor how the girle did like a Heifar range. 
Farre ſadder notes, my ſullen Muficke yeelds, 
Farre other dreames afflitmy ſad repoſe 
Of broken Tombes , and of th' E//zan fields, 

And ofthe ſcathfull foulds , that Dis encloſe. 
Bur letſuchvaine thoughts vaniſh with my ſleepe, 
And of Prince Henries deathnow let vs ſing, | 
And teach the Rockes on Mena ſhores to weepe, 
And fright the ſea with their vaſt bellowing:; 

That Neptune hearing of their pittcous cry, 


May thinke thae all the Weſterne world did die. 


Thou 
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T Hou ſhalt notdiePrince He xx v, if my ſongs 
Hereafter tuned to a higher key | 

Can ſound the honour that to thee belongs, 

With ſacredmurmur of eternity: 

With Cordelion in the Towres of Fame, 
Andwith the dreadfull Hzxx1»s of this land, 
(Oh nev'r on earth did ſound a mightier name) 

Thy meeker Image crown'dwith Bayes ſhall ſtand: 

Then ſhall my Accents break with more ſucceſle, 
But now rude grief that no adornmenr beares 
Smothers my notes, and bids me but expreſle 
A ſodaine forrow with my fimpleteares: 

Sufficerh me while thy ſweet Ghoſtdoth ſleep, 

Long ouer it with watry eyes to weep. 
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T'o the {ſad houſhold of Prince 
Henry. 


JEverwe, goodnes, and a ſober life, 
If gravity, and wiſdomein vong yecres, 

It a Tice honour'd ſtate, voide of all ſtrife 

And all good gifts that mans perfetion bears, 
Could but bs {topr the fatall hand of death, 
Thenworthy H x vx ſtill had drawn his breath. 


Whoſe fleſh and Spirit diſtoyn'd but for a time, 
With ſtedfaſt hope parted to meet againe, 
His heauenly parts vpwards to heauen doclimbey 
His earthly muſt awhile in earth remaine, 
Till death hath leferokill, and man to die, 
 AndTime giuen place to all Ercrnitic, 


Fo ſo the Canon of eternall date, 
Harth przordain'd ( rings bounded mult obey) 
Verrue is an immorrall eſtimate, 
Whichneither Time nor Death can ouer-ſway 
By her Prince H s xx v liues; for vertues fame 


Ecerniſcth his memorablename. 
Whoſe 


Tothe ſad Houſhould. 


Whoſe hope-full Age not come to Twenty yeares, | 
In place of Honor and Authority. 
Did beare a butthen in the Countries cares, 
That gaue his name an happy Memory. 
So 1uſt,ſo wiſc,S'vprighr in euery'thing, 
As ſtoptthe venom of foule enuies ſting, 


You thathis friends and houſhould followers were, 
That ſaw the ſober cariage of his life: 
How he him ſelfe to all Sus did beare, 
So Nobly minded,and fo free from ſtrife. 
Oh you and none ſo well,can ſound his praiſe, 


| That knew the vpright "=" waics, 


I doe but ſound the Accents of Report, 

And ſure Report giues him a worthy name, 

Thar from his Cradle liu'd invertues Court, 

Now free from change being regiſtred by fame. 
Enioyes in heauen, heauens immortality, 


And here on earth,carths happy Memory. 
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